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i) AT RALLY-NOYEMBER, 1084.
'n I r.;—r-

nliy!
m""i e
Bally! rully! from moustain sad valley,
and wp from the ossan-strand!
Yo seaa of the West, Amenca’s best!

Armies of sutried heross,
Disguived in ershaman and clork!
Yo man of the const, {nviacible hout!
Came, overy ons, 10 the work—
Froe the febsrmes, gray &s hae snit.sen epray
That e Loag Island breaks,
To the youth wha tills the uttermest hills
By tha biss north-wostars lakes!

And o Fresdmen! rally, rally

7o the basner of the North!
Throagh the shartered doer of sondage posr
Tour amarthy legions forth!

ol yeof T

Wha sentned the despot's sway!
Yo ull, ta all, the bugle-call

(ff Froadom veunds 1o-duy!

(4l wen shall Kght with the bailor,
Weapan the juat and the bet—
Asd the bavonet, with blosd red-wal,
Ehall write the will of the rest;
And o boys ahall A1l men's pleees,
Al the fintle muiden meck
Tot dodl, e vha wite with hor grandam and knits
Aa minaws bere’s sack.

Asd the bama of heroie mothers,
Aud e deeda of noble wives,
With their prwar to bless, shall sid no lem
Thas the brtve who give their lives,
Therinh their gold shall bring. snd the old
Biall heip 53 with their prayers;
Ahis bevenng hoste of pallid ghosts
Amsad 1 snawares.

Prom the ghantly Suide of Fhileh,
Moster the phantam band o]

Pom Virginia's swamps, and Desth's white camps,
O Caralins aande;

Frem Frederickalinng, und Gettyshorg,
T oee them guihering fent:

And up frem Manarens, what in it that praves =
Like thin eloads in the blast]

right in consulting yoar ows eholes,
Will yoa be to hand
that work-basket 7’

Jobn Carlyle sat looking at the prett
ereature around whom the love of hi
strong natore bad brecome entwined wi
fac deg, o Statel paylentey. B
act days, in wistfol perplexity. Bhin
suburn hair, away l’ro- s l::
pearl-like brow—deep blue eyes, like the
velvety petal of & pansy, and a month
whose intense crimson reminded you of
the inside lesves of a Lord Raglan rose
—she was by Do means disagreeabls |
look at, and Mr. Carlyle was goits sensi-
ble of the fact.

“ Herriet,” he said, with an nnecon-
ssiovs tremor in thesyllebles, “I came—"’

*Excose m», sir,” interposed Miss
Desne, with stodied eeremony, “I .am
particolarly busy counting these stitches
—if yon wounld be 20 obliging as not to
interrupt me !I'’ %

All onversed as he was in the devions
windings of feminine natare, John Car-
Iyle instinctively felt that this was no
suspicions season for the furtherance of
hin suit.

*I'll try sgain to-might,” he mused,
walking homeward. ** She won't be do-
ing crochet-work forever, and I cannot
go away in such torturing surpense as
this. Bhe is vexed sboat the shoalder
straps. I wish, for her sake, I had
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All at onos thers came & suddes,
pain, as the :?u’l keen instrumen
:Ii:'& the arm, then followed ineensi

ity. _

““Ten to one be'll dis,” ssid the sur-
geon, indifferently, as bhe replaced the
glittering tools. * There’s po nee ban-
daging it so carefully.”

Bot the young cadet knelt down to
fasten the wrappings, wondering in his
secret heart if the lime would ever come
when he, too, should speak so. carelessly
of a fellow-crestore’s life, God-given !

John Carlyle did sof die, the grim old
surgeon o the contrary, notwithstending.

g

———

There had been s glorious thander-
shower, Al the west hung heavy

| draperies of violet black cload, sdged with

dexzliug fringes of gold,” while the blue
senith, smiling throngh ite brief tears,
reemed literally to swim in Tignid light.
And from far-off spple orchards, pink

them ; yot 1 woull not wear them, tar-
nished by the faintest stain of injustice or |
dishonor I

Theclear January sky was jaweled with
frosty atara, and the solemn old charch-
clock had just chimed the hour of nine
from its dim belfry, when he entered the
bright room, with its mossy bloe enrpﬂ'
and bangings of azure silk, and Parisian
stataettes hiddea by vases of vivid crim-|
s0n roses. 4 ’

It wss not empty, however, as he had |
hoped and expected. Lieatensnt Armour|

| stood in the middie of the apsrtment, de- | o r
! eidedly eonscions of his fine new shoulder | temples, as if it fain wounld whisper,

straps, and patroniziag s balf dozen pret- |
ty girls. He nodded lsughingly to Car- |

Fram the \Vildernass, where blanchas |
The sameless sheboron; |

From Vichaburg's alnsighter and sedoattenked water, {
And the trenches af onelson;

Tram the erael, cruel prisons,
Where their bodies pited awny;

From greaning doeks, from sunken whecks,
They gutber with us to-dny.

And thay sy to me: “Rally! mily!
The work is aloimt dane’

Yo barvestars, sally from monntbin end valiey,
And ranp the fielde we won!

Wenwsd for enddisns yeurs of peace,
We karrowed and warersd whil:

®ur dying dewds wwre the scattersd seedy—
Kiall they porivh where they fell?™

And thair benthars, latt behind thein,
In the denidly rouy wad cluak
Of cssnmn wnd swnrd, by fort and ford,
Anl the carbine’s geivering fach-
Bofors 1hn Roia! giinidel,
Jest membling to fte fall;
From Gentpin's giwas, from Florlda's fons,
Fot wa they a1l they call!

T life blos! of the tyrant
Ve wabing fust tway;

Vistery wains a1 ber opening pates,
Und wiles on omr LI H

VRIS snioma opas, the (Centarioe
Bafors ws waiching stand;

And Lovw lots dnen hin wtarry efown,
Toblew the fytare land.

Dt mare sblime endeasnr,
Anl bohald the daws of Penes’

Ot movs andearor, and war foreves
Thmeghout the land shatl senne!

Fot ovar and wver the vanguishad pawer
M Slavery shall be winin,

A Presdon’s sinined ang ttampled Rower
Shall biowsom white again’

Then rally: rally® mlly!
Make tumalt in the land!
Yo Gresters, rally from monntals and valley!
Yo Gahermen, from the airand!
Brase sans of the Wett, America’s best!
Kew Engiand's men of i ghtl
m prvirie and erag eafurl the fing,
And rally 19 the fight!

Selee Tle,

A SEASONABLE STORY.

" Rothi i
'ﬁl'“ " bg but & private—s common

" Would be in vain to attsmpt to por-
¥y the Lady McBethian scorn which
::'ld Harriet Deane's liT aa sbe spoke

Matence, John Carlyle, albeit be
¥% quils confident of not deserving the
contempt, qusiled beneath it,

:B,;J Ew“'—"

Hash 1" said tha imperioas besoty,
Hﬁ,‘,p * warpiog fiager, * I want 1o
::ﬂlqd this matiar, Gitbert Armour
“m 0 be Second Lisatensat,

~¥-"

:‘Y':'!?Imﬁtqmiunuw

h:r.ig‘!ﬂhnnullw shared his

"I might, 1 Harriet,” said
% pang mahﬁm his calm, dark
%hﬂ{nir.ﬂusbdflm.“iﬂhd
1o ghare them ot the X pense

Iyls, and went ‘on with the sentence which
the new arrival had interrapted. l

“Leap-Year! to bosure ft in. And l'
may as well stat® at once that I am quire|
ready to receive sny proposition youn
ladies may have to make.”

** Nonsense, (3ilbart 1" said Mary El-
phinston -, his consin. ,

* Nonsense, eh? Well, I'm glad yon|
consider it in that light—J don’t! I‘l
think it's a great shsme the girls don’t
avail themselves of their privilege, when
we men are roady with our blashes sad ]
timid glances I'

He looked at Harry Deoane as he spoke,
half in earnest, half jestingly. John Cer-
lyle's eye followed the direction of his, as
by a sort of fascination, snd saw the rose-
tint monnting to Harry’s cheek, and the
pnrple-bine eyes hidden by their white
hide.

How long he stood there with a giddy
pain surging throngh his brain, and »
chill at his heart, sa of a cold hand grasp-
ing at ita fibres, ha did not know; it
might heve been five minates, or it might
have been five bours ; but he was roused
by the breaking op of the little party, the
nound of merry voices and playful sdieox.

Harry Deane was staniing nndar the
chandelier, one light hand resting on the
carved hack of a Gothic chair—Gilbert
Armoar loungsd om a sofs, where: the
blue silk curtains swept over the entrance
to a bay-window. As Johan Carlyle
pressed forward, Miss Elphinstons laid
her hand on his arm softly.

*Jon"t you ses it's ap understood mastter
with Gilbert nod Harry? Give me yoor
srm home, for Gilbert will pever think
of me again.”

Jobu Carlyle turned silently away.
with white lips and clearhed teath, blind
to the wistful glanca that shone through
Harry'a lashes, the cocertain quiver of
h-rlip!

Ihpwu ne. Yen, the Geld wes clear
for the newly-made Licutepsat., He ad-
vanced, a little nervously.

** Hany—"" .

Bat to his horror and surprise_she
barst into & storm of passionate lears,
throngh which her violet eyss fAashed
with ominous sparkles.

** Don’t speak to me.l” she sobbed |
* don't coms near me, Gilbert Armoor !
I wish you woold go Tidme, and never
come near meo agsin '

* Harry I'

“ How dsre you eall me Harry, Lien:
tenant Armour ! Not anotber word ; I
don’t wans 4o hesr'what you are guing to
“, lni :

Bhe beld the door imperially,
dignified, slthough the tesrs bang on her
lashes, and the saborn braids, escsping
from their pins, swept her shouldees ;
end Lieatenant Armour walked out crest-
fallen. T

“Well, I've got -E]i.'-unl!" quoth

himsell, biting ong
:i‘:pdﬂ wrath. * Bat whe would
bave thoogbt she was such s cenfound—ed
little vixea I

“ You might take of the upper arm
jost bers, .

without—
“ What's the ose 7. He won"t lest oat
:“.
q;ny.n‘;l " pr ":

waste i unnecessary operatioes

** No, no,”" she whispered, archly, >

with billows of tossing bloom, and snnny
slopes all emparpled with “wild violets,
eame sudden sweeps of fragrance on the
city winds, carrying the Wall Street
Jjobbers and shrivelled movey-makers back
to the time when they weres boys, looking
for the frst straw
the canopy of the:old apple tree!

The first breess, eddying fantastically
into tha wide, open, hotel window, lifted
the damp masses of hair on John Car-
lyle's wasted forehead, as he sat in the!
easy chsir beside the casement, and passed
its cool fingers mofily over his burning

* don't repine any longer! Laook out on
the glad blne eky, and feel Heaven’s
hesling sunshine on your cheek 1"

And if man ever heeded Natare’s sileat
monitions, Jobin Carlyle was no excep-
tivn to the general rule.

**A common private | —those were her
very words,”” be mormared to himeelf,
with a faiat crimaon spot burning on his
win thesk—**and crippled now for Jife |
Ah, it was well thst, I drew back Into
the shadow of the curtains, when I heard
her step in the corridor. Why did they

| bring ma bere, of all places in the world?

Most I drink the bitter cap of buomilia-
tion to the very dregs? They should
have let me die that dismal night in the
hospital, when the ligstures alippsd off
and the red life stream drained slowly
from the vital sources ; that night when
fever throbbed in all my veins,  sad J
madly fancied I could feel Harry Deane’s
toars droppiag on my checks. It ¥%had
died —never awaking from the delasioa !
But now—a common private, with oaly
e “n!:hod bitterly, as the Al

Hela tterly, as the perpetaally-
recarring coviction pressed itsell upon
his mind—a laugh that was almost & sob.
Oaly twenty-six, snd weary of hig life;
it is not often that heart snd bope die
ont of a man’s breast st twenty-six.

And tbho’ clustering dl:“ and the
spires of the great eity, leaning againgt
IL gold sad purple cloud-columns of the
sunset, grew dim, and seemed to reel, as
be looked upoe them throogh the mist
that was more bitter than rivers of salt
tears.

** Jobn I ;
He torned listlessly around, fsucying
that the word had syllabled itself some-
bow out of the vague imaginings and on-
spoken fantusies (hat were whirling bis
brain.

Bat it was not fsney.

A slender little figurs, in & dress of
pale pink—the very dress be had
used to admire long age—was kneeling
on the carpet besidé him, and Harry
Deane’s apbors hair, gleaming golden in
the sunset, foil over the arm of his cbair
where the feir besd -

*Harryl Not thers, dearest—not there.
Let me rsise o

** Ob, let me kueel hers, John I'"" she
sobbed ; let me hide my face natil I bave
told you all. If I coald but eall back
taoee dreary Jdays whon I was so heartles,
so cruel towsrd youn; amd you bave un-
dergooe s0 much simce! Bat indesd I
loved you all the time, even when I was
most wilful; snd L leve yoastill| And
oh | if you will-ouly let me by yoar little
wife, I will narse: yon so tenderly snd
care for you so foadlyl - Do not sevd
away from you new, Joba, or I shall

The sweat, pleading face, :ﬂi its vel-
vet-bloe eyes shining -through tesrs,
quivering mooth—whet.
luveliness it had won to Joba OCarlyle's

vision | e

* Harry,” be said, softly, “‘woold you
saerifics your bright young life 4o & com-
mion private with one urm ™

o {iulﬂ devats it b0 the hoblest hero

His forsbisad fell on bér shoulder ; he
was sick sud dizny with the flood-tide of

1]

18t

> 0%, of eoarae ;

N Wiy - o ma"

< Desne.“Yon weee pertectiy
""“. e

—_—

o e g p———

berry bloasom under|

blood for bis sonatryP?| That

ber no less thag the tearful

L
Eharidan, Sharidas, carairy Sheridaa!
Him of the horves and sabros [ slag.
Loak, btw be drove thom!
Lowh, bow be clove them!

!.“'L Ja ks R r - A“
The whale rebel ront, as they fall bask sstounded
At the Setce stride and ewing
Of ont men gullopping;
Ehoeting with veng ring with lsoghtar,
Cheering with vistary, as (hey ploaged sfer
Zbenidan, Bberidan, cavaley Bbaridan!

n.
Ah! fair Shapandoah, theu nest of the rebber,
How stande the esnnt with thy peeple to-duy?
Whers is the five now,
Ehowing thy ire saw,
Wlasiag, wiile gazing with feat and Emagement,
As on it crept swifhly ffom deof-pesl Lo casement,
Woeeping with puie dismay,
Riood maids, snd matrons pray?
Has it not spread to thy end of the Valley?
Did it not fellow (hed in thy grand sally)
Bheridun, Sberidan, cavalry Bheridan!

Chambersbury, Chamberbery Moring Chambetaburg!
Bit in thy rains, content with thy let!
Lol Uty despoiler,
Bnared by the 1oiler,
-'l‘ .‘-“r' A' S b -"“m
And what thy homes were, now their bodies ase—ashesl

Oh! be thy griefs forgot;

Evary bright lnoreled spot
Omn thy fair hill-sides, wait matron tad muiden,
With chaplets of glory, o walcome snd laden
Bberidan, Bheridan, cayalry Sberidan!

Iv.
Oh! Esrly, mad Early, thou rathioss invader,
Where are the troopers whe followed thy raid?

Look at their corses—

Boldiers and haress
Whiten and brightsn, with bones shining grimly,
On all the wide plains they rode over se trimly.
VWhat kes the raven said?
Whese bas the red fox preyed?
What is the high-sailiag bexzard declaring,
Ia Richmond's white, up-tarned face, of thy warfariag)
Bhendan, Hherid Iry Bheridaa!

V.
Eueriden, Bherides, cavalry Bberidan!
When thos shalt come to thy people sgais,
Crowns we shall twine for thes,
And the ripe wine for thee,
Flashing and splashiag from goblet and beaker,
sl whirl rouad the lips of the elequent speaker,
7/ As hesssays, is vain
Homage, to make it plais,
How ibe grest heant of the jebilant nation
Bwells toward thy ewn, in lts fall admiration,
Sheridan, Bherid Jry Bbeeidsa!

A ¥Military Adventarer.
iTh. Richmond Dispatch of June, 1862,
wid:

*In the early part of this war, Gen.
McQlellso wrote to a d ished offi-
cer jn the Bouth, expressing bis desirs to
serve in the Confederaie army. If he
dare deny the fact—and his recent re-

s prove that in -ud-u" be is the
wr-zmiu man of the Yankee nation--
it can be demonstrated by such evidenes
as will close his lips in eternal silencs.
When he was at West Point he affected
to fraternize especially with thoss from
the Boath, and to have little ny-pw
with those from his own ssction. (]
say this was gepcine, and that be really
was anxioos to serve under Jeff. Davis in
this war, bot the high bribe offered by
Lincoln was teo much for bis essy virive.
He was not the man to sacrifice interest
to sentiment, and of lste hes shown a
disposition to become ss estreme in his
nsnlqonim st in his friendship for the

outh."

and added:

“After the battle of Rich Mooatsin,
McClellsa declared to Confederate offi-
cers, who were prisoners of war, that *‘he
would mach rather be leading sz army
sinst Moessachusetts than Virginia.™

sad “gentleman™ of the North, is se
much s bireling snd sdventarer as any
Hessian in -his ranks. If he has say
conscience, it rebokes him daily for the
base work in which be is employed.
Wheh to the pange of remorse are added
the shame of defest, his coadition will be
such as even an enemy may pity.”

The above ba weat the rounds

s

b bomiliation
of » minute bafore; - * that I shoald heve

,| rade entrenchment.

The Richmond Wheg quoted the above -

me here conrting if hads't| A little elevation st the right of the

::.-odeknlwwndlif—m" nﬂmmth-uuolm'zth-ﬂ

e T e A
“If it bada"t been Y

: N introduced to the resder—with o little

Hﬁlﬁuhﬂtﬂu"mﬂh

Michigan mes, without artillery or other

i battle of Btons
River, “will you bold Lavergae
“I'll try, "
*I sak you if you will do it 1 exclaim-
-‘“I-will 2 1 the Colo-
e ,"" quietly responded
ul.andh:opthi-wonl.

Jn;-lsthNuYul’n—;::.‘d-
isg its first gresting to the |
tbumﬂd&uohmm:wm

sad Capt. Firmea, rid-
forward to the flimsy bresstworks,
eried oot:

“ Gen. Wheeler demands an instant
snd unconditional surrender.”

“@ive Gen. Wheeler my compliments,
and tell him we don't sarrender much,”
::l back to him from behind the brush-

nf:a.u-g then his Kentocky roan, the
heroie Colonel rode slowly srouad the
“Boys,” bhe ssid,
“they are three thousand-—have you said
your prayers 1’

“We are resdy, Colenel. Let them
come on !" answered the brave Michigan
men.

Axnd they did come on |

“8ix times we swept down on them,”
said Capt. Firman, Wheeler's aid, to me,
“and six times I rode up with a fag and
summoned them to surrender; but each
time Innis sent back the message, varied,
now aod then with an adjective, “We
don't surrender mach,” He sat on his
horss during the first o if on
dress parade; bat at the third I saw him
go down. Ithought we bad winged him,
but when we charged sgain, there he sat,
a8 cool as if the thermometer had been st
zero. One of our men took deleberate
aim, and again be went down; but when
I rode op the 6ith time snd shoated—
*“We'll not summon you again—surren-
der at once I” it was Innis who yelled
out, *Pray don't, for we don’t surrender
much.”

At he seventh charge I was wounded,
and the General sent another officer with
the summons. Your peopls balted him
s few hundred yards from the bresst-work,
and sa officer, 10 & cavalryman’s over-
cost, came out to meet him. [“They
bad killed two horses,”” said Col. Inais
to me sfterward, “and I was afraid they
would singe my uniform—the fire was
rather hot—so I coversd it."}

*What is your rank, sir 7"’ demsaded
the Unioa officer.”

*Major, sir.”

“Go back and tell Gen. Wheeler that
be insults me by sending one of your rank
to trest with one of mine. Tell him, too,
I bave not come bere to sarrender.
shall fire on the next flag.”

“Jt was Innis, and by that ruse he
made us belisve he had received reinforee-
ments. Thioking it was e0, Wheeler
drew off, and the :::t :;y Ionis ;:‘l
word by » prisoner that be had whip
us 'li thres handred and eighty-nise
“. "

George Francis Train made s great
speech at Wilkesbarre. The papers de-
scribe it as & regular Wyoming massacre
of the Copperheads. Ho closed e fol-

wa:
*1 had been taoght to believe thet the
Declaration of I Magne
Cherta, Yankes le, sad the Bible,
were divine institotions; but this Judas-
conosived, Janue-foced, Cataline-orgeais-

itent thief "

The laboring man whe wasts & new
dmlorlihwiﬁ.icm'm to
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ol, | 0% thet ighiy dap ofbeni, ‘mid the besming and the

ratile,
Bhouts of vietary asd of saguish, wherewith Melvera®s
Hill &d rouns,

shall be samalos,

Dafely smehing an 8 gus-beat, whibst tes taarpest riged
ou dbors.

The Coagressionnl Committes sal within the aatisn's sity,
And sach Congressmen so wilty did the Geseral implore:
*Tell us if theu ot that battls, 'mid (he booming aad the
reille,
Wert oa gua-beat ot lu ssddle, while the tempoet raged
nshore 1"
Asrwer'd be: “] doun't remember—might bave been."
What mere?
Ouly this, sad nething mere.

#By the trwth whish Is storaal, by the lies thal are disrsal,
By sur Abrubam poternal, Gevonl, we thes Implere,
Tell the trath and shame the Devil, pareat of old Joff. and
evil;
Qive 0s no more of sash drivel. Tell ua, woet then on
e shora?*
“Doa"t remember—might have been'’—tbus epoks be
o"sr und o'er.
Oaly this, asd sothing mere. .

*Oun thet day, sir, bad you seen & gun-bost of the name

Galons,

fu an anchorage to screen & man from danger on the
shore?

Was a men sbost your inches, smoking with thess two
French Princes, >

With & cantion which evisces care for sseh s garde-de-
eorpe’

Were you that man on the gen-best?* “Dos't remem-
ber—might bave been.” The bore!

Ounly this, sod nothing mors.

“Hot-Mutton-Ple” Demeocracy.
Gp.:?: Bennott, of Boston, illastrated
(N

st Roxbary, Massachosetts, s
few daye ago, by this little parable :
One freezing February morning, = ne-
gro bawked mutton-pies in a basket
round Favenil Hall Squars, rosring oat,
* Hot mutton-piss | Hot mutton-pies I
A teamster bought and tried fo bite ons,
but found it frozen as hard as the curb-
stone. “What do you eall them hot for?
you black and blue swindler I yelled
the teamster to the shivering pieman,
* Wy-wy a white man gov "sm to me
bot dis mornin’—dey was hot wen I got
‘e dis mornin’I” * Well, you old
fool, it didn’t take ten minutes to freese
them in that vld balket. Why call them
kot pow?” “Wy—Geod bress you, dat's
ds nams ob e, dename ob em | If I
dide’t boller de right mame, nobedy
would tetek ‘em. You want me to holler

pies, I o’pows! No, Bal Ynﬂ
can’t fool me dst way [*’
Thes it is with the Democratic party.
They received from Jefferson and Jack-
w00, o8 a free gift, their principles. Those
ifts they meanly up for sals, and
wk sround in the deadly market of
slavery, to frevZe up in their shabby old
party basket. They roar out, ** Demo-
cratic principles ! Demoeratic princi-
ples 1” for

izyocr beart, and turaing your stom-
As

original article—that they bave kept it

only mot quite so warm perhaps—

ieman, for what he cal

Fl you want it more Democratic, you
may take it bome to your own State and
warm it ; bot in the mesatime don’t in-
terropt the slaves.

Whea Farragat was notified of the
surrender, be sent an officer off to receive
Buchsoan’s sword. Onln-t!n'rol'nw

's wound, sa officer nsked Farragut
if bs would go off and ses bim. Farragut
looked along his decks, strewn with

]
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Puouch lots us
bald1’s sudden eraption
Britsin. Ove was this:
Topper was
bhim, com

£

New Bedford to s

Did & Geneml, now quite faumeless, who in thess lines | o

ever since—that it is just as good as new, | sbout free negroes ; he need
and | 00 unessiness.
that you really musta't quarrel with the | army, at the rate of thoussade ‘wesk,
it is its mame. | @¢ substitutes i

» OX=
[
B|oed

o baving no
it be the little community
Btats, which, howsver, he passes the
of his time in abusing, i
comparing disadvantageonsly with
Carclina or Mississippi. He belongs o
oo order or race of men. He to
himself the base and of
breed of country, and is never so mpch a8
bome as among the ignorant sad degrad-
ed portion of foreign immigrants. It is
his especial delight thst he has no
He sbbors the Stars and Btri sad-
always delighted when it is di or
bumilisted; the Confederate flag he rathe
er admires, and is prond of, bat it doss
not belong to him. He has one
in common with the megro, one
has more than anght else contribated te
the degredation of this unfortunste race:
it is impoessible to insult him, or arouse
in him sny feeling of resentment. You
will find him in Parls or Londoa, skalk-
ing around botels freguented by Bouthern-
ers, denying or concealing his Northers
birth, or if he owns it, sbusiog sad ridie
caling bis native plsce, denying bis own
Gov;m::nt to forei who are sicksn-
el by bis want of shame, glosting over
the defeats of his nlighbon.‘ sod predist-
ing their roin and confusion. You find
bim at home stamping (he coustry ia the
interests of men who tell him m mos
*hold their noses’ when they talk with
bim, snd pandering to the base
of the “baser sort,” playilig on all that is
selfish, short-sighted, and degraded ia ba-
man nature, the love of monsy, the love
of eass, the indifference to all moral
or aims, or consequences—alwsys (he
very incarnation of that gross sod fool
materialism which made good and ' wise
men everywhere belore the war, shike
their heads sadly over the aspect of civils
ization.

£
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A Goop Hir.— At a large meeting beld

being understoed. And|in Crawfordsville, Ind., Governor Mor-
when yeu pay the price of your vote for|ton and his opponent were presemt ead
them, you find slavery benombing your|sddressed the vast sadience sesembled:
fingers, paralyzing your tongue, contrset- | McDonald, the Democratic cendid;
Governor, was
k the swindlers why they call | what was to be done with the
1| *ech stof Dem » snd they tell you|freed by the President’s
Mlythuu:?z-upumm whea Governor Morton ssid :

for
troubled to

“The gentleman is greatly troubled
himself

They sre goiag isto the
for Democratic ;&w .
snd I understand that those ]
are exceedingly well represented by them."*

Contrasts sre sometimes sxceedingly
sinking. 'We beard one made,'a'dsy or
two sgo, that ssemed to us to possess the
double merit of truth snd i
Baid a veteran, life-long Democrat of |
Jﬁnniundhchunhﬂ.hem
menting on the mutations of men | ~
-

spoke: “ Alas I.lwm

soldi ing the jsseriptions om; the
el s D prow
H v

::dbd thereon bot M:’&%
of the United Btatss and  imsolis te tur
Goverument, tarnsd to s eompaaion sad:
exclsimed : * ] say, Jim, this js the fret,

rebel raid we've seen since we left Vir-
p-'i.r' . SR Jh T

X O5F pemablet bes St Bot. 20bn
m,cop&';:'mr_!mnﬁ

and Taylor were assassinated by

iu the interest of the Soath, and that the
mysterions National Hotel pic, im,
1857, was the result of & sttempt
on the life of Mr. Bachanan. Py




